SCENE    III

A HAPPY WARRIOR

How, in coasting along the Slack Sea, I saw
lenophon with the Ten Thousand reach Trebkond

ON January the 5th, 1907,1 was sailing down the
Black Sea from the valley of the Phasis and
the southern Caucasus, where the Russians
had been slaughtering the ancient people of Georgia
and devastating their villages, as is the Russian way
whether the Government is by Tsar or Soviet.   I
was on a French boat, and the Swiss lady on board,
being apprehensive of sea-sickness, kept on murmuring,
" Qa va balancer.   (J3a va balancer ! " until in despair
she retired to a sofa in her cabin for rest.   But even
there she was not secure, for a flying fish, hotly pursued
by porpoises, fled through the porthole into the refuge
of her bosom.  Even there it found no resting-place ;
for, aroused by the chilly shock, she rushed into the
salon, to the delight of all spectators, all lovely in cool
attire as she was, leaving the intrusive fish to languish
alone.

By evening she had recovered enough to sit for dinner
next the Captain, while I was at the other end of the
table beside her husband, a harmless man. While he
was thoughtfully sprinkling salt on his salad, I was
startled by the lady's sudden shriek: " Aristide!
Aristide!" "Heavens!" I thought to myself,
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